Sexy-Pants. 


Author: Satania 
Bands: Emperor 
Characters: Ihsahn, Samoth 


Relationships: M/A 


Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Sat Dec 30 2017 01:40:09 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


Author's Notes: 

Ahh.here it is! Ask and ye shall receive (cause I'm a total suck) The poem in here is probably what my entire 
existence has been leading up to.. Also the Russian translates literally to "you are a real friend’ which is 
sometimes used as a tongue in cheek statement people make when you do something ridiculous for them. Once 
again: Emperor *drool*. This made me want to write a longer, more serious work about Ihsahn and Samoth's 
best-friendship. Side note: Ihsahn actually *did* have pierced nipples circa 1991 


Samoth was stupid to believe that once he solved Nagging Issue No! there wouldn't be another Nagging Issue 
rearing its thick, ugly head, ready to kill off his tamagotchis one lapse in attention at a time.. 


Unfortunately, this one couldn't be solved as simply as hurling the instigator out of the kitchen window. 
Unless Samoth wanted to ruin his life-long friendship with Ihsahn, that was. 


"Hey Hey Hey! Check it out! It really was a sizing issue on their part! They even sent me an extra bracelet 
tool" Ihsahn beamed, sliding down the railing. 


He held out the hand he wasn't bracing himself with, and Samoth would've yelled at him for using the ramp as 
a slide if Ihsahn hadn't just raised the oversized tee-shirt he was wearing.. 


"Check it out!" Ihsahn grinned, staring down giddily at his new leather pants. 
Samoth's lungs refused to expand for air. 


Instead they stood there, frozen in place as Ihsahn swished his hips happily, staring down at the way his pants 
stretched over his hips from every angle. 


"You like it, Tomas?" Ihsahn asked, only partially snapping Samoth out of his sexually confused reveries. 
"Wot?" 


"Do they look good on me? What do you think? Will it be a hit with the ladies?" Ihsahn ended his sentence with 


a devilish grin. 

Samoth's mind finally cleared up and he shrugged: 

"Yeah, guess so." 

Samoth looked back down on his tiny, egg-shaped device and realized that his tamagotchi died..again. 
Shit 

Samoth ended up replaying their conversation enough times that it could easily qualify as an obsession 


Samoth told Ihsahn that he was hot, Ihsahn told Samoth more or less the exact same thing so the feeling was 


more or less mutual but.what does that even fucking mean? 

That they're attracted to each other? That they're two very heterosexual men who like very heterosexual 
things who are able to very heterosexually confirm to each other that ‘yeah.yeah! If you were a chick, I'd 
totally bone you'? 

Samoth would totally bone Ihsahn.. if he were a chick At least thats what Samoth would like to think 

That was about when Nagging Problem No3 began. 


"l wear my su-huuuuunglasses at night!" 


What the fuck? Samoth thought as he unlocked the front door of Ihsahn's -and technically Ais- cabin. 


"While she's deceiving meeeeee! It cuts my securityyyyyyyyy! Has she got control of meeee! | turn to her and 


saaaa-haaaaaaayyyy'" 
Was that Ihsahn singing / wear my sunglasses at night’? 


‘Don't switch the blade on the guy in shades oh no! Dont masquerade with the guy in shades oh no! | can't beleve 
it! Cause you got it made with the guy in shades oh nooo-hooooo00!" 


Samoth watched half in shock half in vague appreciation as lhsahn..danced around the room with his electric 


guitar? 
Samoth pinched himself to see if he was dreaming, but strangest of all he wasn’t 


There Ihsahn was, half naked safe from those god-forsaken leather pants and even more god-forsaken John 


Lennon shades. 
He pressed the body of his electric guitar to his slick abdomen 


Ihsahn threw his head back, big bundles of now-auburn-but-supposed-to-be-black curls falling down his back; 


exposing the sweaty column of his neck. 
That's when Samoth's breath hitched, and consequently when Ihsahn realized he had an onlooker. 


"Holy fucking shit!" Ihsahn shrieked, falling flat on his ass, his glasses going lopsided as his look of pure shock 
matched up with Samoth‘s. 


It took half a second of processing, and then another half a second to realize he just felt an odd.. twitch down 
there before Samoth mumbled: 


"Hear no evil, see no evil.” Guesticulating, and then runnng up the stairs so fast Samoth left his shadow behind. 


Consequently that's also when the dreams started, which could either be counted as Nagging Issue No.4 or its 
own separate can of festering, blubbery maggots 


For whatever reason, Samoth's subconscious began conjuring up nightmare sequences where he was Wile E 


Coyote and Ihsahn -or rather lhsahn's ass in leather jeans- was cast as the Road Runner. 
"Tomas? Tom? Sammy?" He woke up after another such dream to Ihsahn nudging him gently. 
He had worry etched all over his face, his eyebrows knit together into a caterpillar. 


Still partially stuck in hypnagogia, all Samoth recognized was lhsahn's face -and butt- super imposed on the 
Road Runner's body. 


Samoth grabbed his surprisingly meaty talon 
"YOU!" He shouted, to Ihsahn's surprise. 
The younger guitarist tried to break out of Samoth's vice grip to no avail 


"YOU STUPID FUCKING BIRD. FUCKING ROADRUNNER! YOURE FUCKING TEARING ME APART?" Samoth wailed, 
digging his nails into Ihsahn's bird-wrist. 


He caught his breath to hurl another set of out-of-context insults before Ihsahn grabbed his shoulders and 
rattled him: 


“Tomas! Get a grip! There is no Road Runner! That's just a stupid American cartoon!" 
Oh how little Ihsahn truly knew.. 


Samoth blinked a few times, scanning his surroundings before his eyes fell on Ihsahn, who was wearing a 
muscle tee and.go figure, those stupid fucking leather pants. 


‘So-sorry man." Samoth mumbled, sitting up on his own as Ihsahn reluctantly let go of his shoulders; long, 


black finger nails skimming over his bicep. 

The guitarist took in a heavy breath, staring down at his knees before re-centering himself. 

"Need something, Vegard?" 

"Yeah; in case you forgot today's the day l'm getting my nipples peirced so." Ihsahr's eyes went downcast, a 
faint blush spreading across his nose and cheeks as he twiddled his thumbs, "I need you to get me ice 
cream..you know the kind | like.” 


Strawberry with a packet of those weird rainbow coloured sprinkles. 


Samoth never thought the day would come where he wished Ihsahn would actually re-start that awful 
cabbage soup diet. 


God is dead 
Ihsahn came home later that day with half of his eyeliner migrating to his jaw. 


He stumbled across the room, bracing himself against the now mostly-forgotten elliptical machine before 


tumbling onto the couch. 


He let out a series of small whimpers, stripping off his shirt and squirming into the cushions. 


Samoth watched miserably as Ihsahn kept writhing, staring sadly at Samoth's own bowl of half-melted ice 


cream goop. 
Give me some ice cream, lm a sad, small dumpling full ov misery and pain’ |hsahn's puppy-dog eyes tried to say. 
ice cream me, bitch' was all Samoth saw. 


He let out a heaving sigh, standing up and digging into the freezer to pull out the brand new tub of strawberry 


ice cream. 
He scooped it into a mug, adding half of its total mass in sprinkles before handing it back to the sulking man. 
He accepted it with a vulnerable smile. 

"Ty nastoyashchiy droog." 

Samoth watched blankly as Ihsahn tried to spoon strawberry ice cream into his mouth. 

Some of it dripped down his quivering chest, and Samoth asked: 

"Did it hurt?" 


"Yeah.. shit.it's almost like getting kicked in the balls!" Ihsahn whined, staring down at the barbells through his 
ripples. "Looks wicked sick though..." 


"Yeah, it does. are they more sensitive now?" Samoth asked, his gaze focusing on his pert nipples. 
Ihsahn nodded sadly, poking one before flinching. 


"It hurts so bad!" He pouted, before looking up at Samoth. 


His dark blue eyes darkened with something Samoth hasn't ever seen on Ihsahn, but not something Samoth 


didn't recognize. Temptation. Reciprocated desires. 


In one fluid motion, Samoth grabbed the mug of ice cream away from Ihsahn and slammed it down on the 


coffee table before licking up the sticky-sweet slush on lhsahn's chest. 


lhsahn's breath hitched, groaning with need as his slender fingers instantly tangled themselves within Samoth's 
dark blonde hair. 


"Ohhh." He whispered breathlessly as the older guitarist flickered his tongue over the sensitive nub, sucking it 


into his mouth. 
lhsahn's chest instantly expanded, arching into Samoth's warm mouth before he let him go. 
He trailed wet kisses up his chest and up his collarbones..inhailing the hot, musky scent of lhsahn's neck. 


The pad of his thumbs traced soothing circles into Ihsahn's aching nipples, his teeth wreaking hell over the thin 
skin of his throat. 


"Better?" He growled, twisting them and earning a raspy mewl and nod. 


"Kiss me, Tomas." Ihsahn begged, his erection grinding into Samoth's stomach as he traced his tongue teasingly 
against his adamn's apple, and then his jaw before.. 


"Yo, Tomas. You alright there? You're zoning out." 
Shit 
In reality Ihsahn had already finished his ice cream, doing much better than he was in the first place. 


‘lm going to go pay tribute to Dead.Peace out." Samoth said dejectedly, before going upstairs to write his final 
will.. 


Samoth gave up trying to hide it after two weeks. 

As long as Ihsahn had an ass, Samoth was going to be pathologically inclined to oogle it. 

He felt like a creepy old man, trying to get a look up a school girls skirt. Samoth's bedside drawer was a 
graveyard of dead tamagotchis and Samoth's Japanese friend was starting to think he had a fetish for killing 
them. 

He was planning to make the transition to Pokémon just like Ihsahn had. 


Tamagotchis were unreliable motherfuckers. 


Ihsahn let him play around with his Game Boy but for whatever reason Samoth found himself writing angsty 
poetry instead: 


"Vegard is a Pokémon- 
/ want to catch him all 
Whenever Vegard is around- 


Heavy doth feel my Pokéballs." 


This is what spending the later part of your teen years in prison does to a man 


Oh yeah.bend over baby, bend over for daddy.’ Samoth thought saliciously, watching as Ihsahn crouched down to 
pick something up. 


Thick leather stretched over his perky ass. Samoth reached down to re-arrange himself in his jeans as Ihsahn 


threw a tentative glance over his shoulder. 
Finding all the proof he needed, Ihsahn shot back up: 


"Okay, is there a reason you've been staring at my ass like that?!" Ihsahn snapped, putting his hands on his 
hips. 


"I am a broken man, Vegard” Samoth sighed apathetically, turning around on his back and staring dejectedly at 
the ceiling. 


"Come on, be serious Tomas. We've been friends for how many years now? You know you can trust me with 


everything man" Ihsahn said, in a tone that let Samoth know that he somehow wasn't even mad at him. 
Sucking in a deep breath, Samoth braced himself for Armageddon. 

He never could lie to Ihsahn.. 

"Do you remember when | said that | think you're an attractive guy, Vegard?" He started off with. 
"Yeah.2" Ihsahn said softly with a hint of stutter. 

Samoth didn't have the balls to look over at him to see his expression, which was no doubt disgusted. 


"| guess what | meant to say is..you're attractive to me." Samoth had to force the last part out, his face 


burning up as a heavy silence set over both men 


Even though Samoth knew through all this madness that his feelings were most likely one-sided, somehow now 


that Ihsahn knew the truth, everything seemed just a little bit worse. 


Everything from thinking Ihsahn was perfect just the way he was..and thinking what they had in the parking lot 
of a fucking McDonalds was a moment, Samoth knew he was probably alone in this, probably the only one lost 
in the image of his fucking childhood best friend 


At the end of it, it occurred to Samoth that it was easier to tell himself that he liked Ihsahn's ass in those 
stupid goddamn ‘sexy-pants than it was to tell himself that he liked Ihsahn. 


Shit. 


He didn't want to face the reality anymore, fuck reality. Samoth wanted to run and hide. 
He shot up from his place on the couch. 


"llim gonna take a nap and then I'm pro'lly gonna call my mother and." Samoth shook his head, cutting himself 


up and running up the stairs. 

Who cared what he was gonna do? He just needed to sleep it off and then get the fuck outta there. 
Shit. Shit. Shit. Shit! 

"Tomas! Wait!" Ihsahn called after him, his face bright crimson as he finally caught up to Samoth. 
He grabbed onto his wrist to try to sway Samoth from leaving his spot. 

"l'm just surprised |-" 


"But you don't feel the same." Samoth said blankly. There was nothing worse on god's green earth than the 


dreadful ‘I'm so sorry | don't love you: speech. 
Samoth tried yanking his hand away, before being reminded that Ihsahn was far stronger than he was. 


He withered beneath his touch, hanging his head as he realized he was going to have to listen to the dreaded 


"sorry | don't love you" speech wether he like it or not. 


Samoth braced himself for the biological explaination or something equally as hard to be angry at but it never 


came. 
Instead he felt Ihsahn's fingers reach other to brush a long strand of his dark, blonde hair behind his ear. 
Samoth's skin lit up wherever lhsahn's skin grazed him. 

"Christ Tomas..you can be so cute.but so fucking stupid!" 


Suddenly Ihsahn was angry at him. He gently slapped Samoth's cheek with an indignant expression, his small, 


upturned nose thrown up in the air. 
Offended, Samoth cried out: 
"Really? ‘Cause it sounded like you were going into anaphylactic shock back there!" 


lhsahn's jaw dropped: 


"Because. |. Was. In. Shock | told you you were really attractive to me way back when but you ended up 
scrambling away from me like | was the Bubonic Plague! | thought you were just trying to be nice to me by 
ignoring that I'd said that! So excuse me, Tomas, if I'm surprised that you do like me back!" 


Samoth stopped dead: 
"I didn't scramble away from you.. You changed the subject" 


"You didn't seem to like where the conversation was going, which wouldve probably been a confession” Ihsahn 


shrugged, looking down at their feet. 
He huffed, raking bundles of curly hair away from his face before looking Samoth dead in the eye: 


"Look, I'm really into you man. | have been for the fucking years. Do whatever you want with that information 


now because l'm not going to chase you." 
"Is this a ploy to get me to kiss you ‘cause you don't have the balls to do it yourself?" Samoth said dumbly. 
"If | wanted to kiss you | would've by now!" Ihsahn snipped, his face turning pink at being called out on his bluff. 


"So you don't want to kiss me?" Samoth snorted, eliciting a loud, exasperated groan from Ihsahn before the 
latter wound his fingers around the back of Samoth's neck. 


He crushed their lips together in a maddeningly chaste kiss, his face thrice redder than it was beforehand. 


"You can be so insufferable Tomas! | don't know why I've stuck around you for all of these years!" Ihsahn cried, 


his hands still around Samoth's neck. 
"fm insufferable? Says the dude who keeps asking me if his ass looks nice in his jeans!" Samoth scoffed. 


"But it doesn't, doesn't it? You keep staring at my ass so I'd assume it does." Ihsahn smirked, much to 
Samoth's chagrin. 


He slipped his fingers onto the junction of Ihsahr's jaw, deciding that..okay, Ihsahn could have this one. Samoth 


has god knows knows how many years ahead of him to one-up Ihsahn. 
He twisted the younger man's head to kiss him deeper, eating up the moan of relief passing past lhsahr‘s lips. 


If Samoth was taller, and stronger than Ihsahn he would've pinned him up the wall, or thrown him over his 


shoulder like a cave man. 


Instead they were reduced to a game of push-and-pull, stumbling across the nearest -lhsahn’s maybe?- 


bedroom. 


Samoth pinned Ihsahn to the bed, feeling the old mattress groan from their shared weight as they wrestled 


for dominence. 


It felt so amazing Ihsahn‘s lips were thin and hard but pliant and warm, his tongue coiling around Samoth's as 


he sighed happily. 

Samoth felt his cock swell up with blood, his fingers reaching out to grope Ihsahn's ass, squeezing it roughly. 
Ihsahn moaned, the possessiveness of the action clearly turning him right on as his lips faltered. 
"Tomas..wait." he whispered as Samoth continued to knead his ass appreciatively. 

"Ye-yeah?" He asked breathlessly, already obsessed with the feeing of Ihsahn's flesh in his hands. 


And then Ihsahn gave him an evil grin, an evil grin that let Samoth know that as long as he was involved with 


lhsahn in that way.. 
He was never ever going to win 
"You should probably take me out to dinner first” 


Well.here comes Nagging Issue No.5. 


End. 


